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WINTERS IN ALGERIA.

shrine, which could be seen through the latticed windows, hung
with the usual honors in the way of banners, ostrich eggg, and
mirrors'.

Tolga the village, outside of the sacred precincts, bore the
same ancient and dilapidated appearance as Lichana, and even
as Zaatcha, in certain quarters where the houses, although still
inhabited, were almost in ruins, and there was not sufficient
enterprise to be found among the inhabitants to clear away
the piles of rubbish that must have continued to accumulate
since the conquest of 1840. There were no signs of new
buildings; only here and there a new shutter or new plank in'
a .door, a strip of fresh matting in front of a cafe, and a dab
of whitewash once a year round the door-jamb of the mosque,
with as much spattering on the ground as on the portions of
the structure for which it was intended. The whitewashing
seemed to be .the only attempt at decoration, and the repairs
mentioned, the only attempts at improvement The mosque in
the centre of the village stood on high ground, forming a small
public square, the surface being flush with a wall about ten feet
high, which was almost entirely constructed of very large blocks
of hewn stone of Roman origin, worn smooth and1 dark brown
by the thousands of burnooses that had leaned against them in
the,street below. The sanctuary itself was of the same char-
acter as the place of worship at Lichana.

The familiar clatter and mumbling of a school-room attract-
ed our attention, and we peeped in, as the door opened into
the street In the centre of the class stood a grinning and
jabbering idiot playing all sorts of tricks with-the other boys,
throwing mud pellets and wisps of straw at them, to which they
paid, no attention. He was perfectly- nude, and as ugly as can
be well imagined, a monstrosity of human form; but as his in-
tellect was believed to have been retained by. the Creator* what-